'The Obsession' 

It wasn't the most romantic setting - outside the largest conference centre in London, wrapped up in a woolly hat and scarf to keep warm in the cold January frost. I glared angrily at the other girls that were gathered, but I knew deep down that they were no competition. It also wasn't the best time to be meeting up for the first time - his future had been on the balance for the past month or so, and today was the day when I would learn the outcome. But as the double doors to the building swung open and I saw his spiky black hair hanging down over his face, I felt my heart soar. 

"Matt!" I cried, running through the crowd and the guards and rushing into his arms, savouring the feel of his strong chest against mine. 

His back straightened slightly as he tried to pull away. Well, men always get embarrassed by public shows of affection don't they? Especially today when he was feeling most vulnerable, and there were many cameras surrounding us. 

"Thanks for coming," Matt said aloud, his gorgeous eyes puffy with tears that he was struggling to keep back. 

I glowed. I hadn't been sure I'd get to meet him. But when his spokesperson said I could stand outside the building and see him when he left, it was more than I could have dared hope for. 

I'd felt an instant connection the second I saw Matt James Willis on the music channels in September 2002. He was the bassist/vocalist of a new pop band called Busted, and they were set to be huge. 

Whoosh. Cupid had struck. There was the person I was meant to spend the rest of my life with. 

I'd written to Matt that night. 

"Busted are fantastic! I'm your number one fan - can't wait for your album!" I praised. 

When Matt wrote back, I was delighted. I hadn't had a boyfriend in five years - there had been no one to make me feel special, no one to light up my life. Until now. 

Everywhere Matt went, I went too. To every concert I took ten cans of red bull. He always drinks them before he goes on stage. When he played in Scotland or Ireland, I had to get a plane to get to the concert hall to deliver his cans; it sometimes took me hours to get there. I spent about £2000 on concert and plane tickets. 
Not to mention the money I spent on cans of red bull - ten a day. 

Sometimes, I managed to hand them to a roadie or even Matt's manager. On the days I couldn't, I left them at the backstage door, a sign of my devotion and support. 

Over the next two years, I wrote to Matt every week, never fewer than five pages. I even took a dozen red roses - his favourite colour - to his house on Christmas day; he wasn't in though, so I just left them outside his door. 

For every twenty letters I sent, Matt would reply once, sending me a signed photo. Typical bloke - they're never any good at putting their feelings into words. 

But back to the present, the verdict of today’s conference. I held my breath as I waited for the news, then, I heard someone say it: 

Busted were over. 

Now I understood why Matt looked so unhappy, I wept uncontrollably. All my hopes of forming a relationship once I had met him after one of Busted's concerts were crushed in an instance. 

But I pulled myself together - Matt needed my support. 
"When you're ready, just say the word," I smiled up at him, holding on to his arm just before he got into a cab, "I'll pop round." 

Everyday I waited for the postman, and pounced on the mail when it came through the letter box. When I wasn't getting a reply, I knew what the problem was - Matt must have lost my address. I wrote him another couple of letters. But Matt's handwriting never appeared. 

I was hurt. 

Then I received a phone call. 

"Matt appreciates your support, but can you cut down on the amount of letters you write? He's getting sick of them - he doesn't have time to read them, never mind write back to you." said women from his label. 

The cheek! Matt would never have said that! People were just jealous of our friendship. No one understood. 
He had been through a rough time the past couple of months. Now he deserved some happiness, and I could bring it him. 

But after three months, I still hadn't received a reply from him. Then it struck me - someone must be intercepting my letters! 

I printed out a copy of my latest note and drove 120 miles to the flat where Matt was living. 

As I walked up the path towards his front door, my heart was thudding loudly. But as I knocked, there was no answer. He was nowhere to be seen. Or the next time, or the next. 

Then finally, one day, I pulled up and spotted his black hair. My stomach did nervous somersaults. 

Matt was walking up the street, pulling his keys out of his jacket pocket, so I drove alongside him and waved. 
He paused and stared into my car. Suddenly, he sped off towards his house. All that time when he was famous trying to avoid the media had obviously left him suspicious of people. 

Deflated I turned around. 

I carried on writing letters to Matt every week, delivering the letters by hand every fortnight. When Matt saw me coming, he often ignored me, but I persevered. 

When Christmas arrived again, I didn't have to think about what to get Matt - I already had thirty-four presents I'd bought him over the years. There was a white gold Quartz limited edition wrist watch, five baseball hats, eleven ties, six tops, and an extra large bottle of Ultra Violet Man by Paco Rabanne, his favourite aftershave, and at least ten teddies. 
I packed them up in two boxes and wrapped them. 

Once again, I made the 240 mile round trip to Matt's flat. He wasn't in again - typical. 

I left the presents at the door. 

I waited for a thank you call, but he didn't ring. I was a bit miffed - I'd spent over £500. But I realised that Matt's a very busy man. 

But then, one day, there was a knock at my door - the postman had a large delivery for me. Two boxes - it was Matt's presents being returned. Maybe he thought I was being too generous. 

Two weeks later, I was reading a magazine with Matt in it. In his interview, he'd mentioned me.... 

"I have to get away from my house every Friday just to avoid this woman. I wrote to her once just to be nice but now it's like she's stalking me. I mean, it's flattering that I have fans, and people who really like me, even after Busted, but this is just scaring me a bit, man! I should get something done about it, but I think she's pretty harmless. It's really starting to freak me out though." 

I was shattered. How could he have misunderstood me so much? All I'd ever done was write to him and give him presents. 

Then I realised - the journalist must have made it up to make it a bit more interesting! 

I still write to Matt every weekend. I've just been shopping for his 23rd birthday present. Nothing fancy, just a black, leather jacket - he looks gorgeous in them. 

I'm also writing a book about our relationship called That Thing You Do. I've finished twenty-three chapters already. I want the world to know how close we are. 

The other day, someone said to me, "Why do you keep doing this when Matt's not even in your life?" 

The answer is simple. He's in my heart. And on my wall. I have 200 posters of Matt, thirty framed pictures of him and I have even snapped up a few pictures of him with my phone. If I can't be near him, at least I can look at him. 

I believe there's one special person for everyone, and I'm lucky to have met mine. 

I know there will be people reading this who don't understand. But I will keep waiting in the hope that one day he will feel the same as me and give me the chance to prove that we are meant to be together. 

He's been through so much, but once all the attention dies down, I think he'll make his move. 

One thing's for sure, I'm not going anywhere. I'll be there for Matt until the end of my life.
